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INT. JACK’'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Jack unlocks the door and enters, then twists the switch
on a small, banker’s light on his desk. He hangs his
coat on a hook next to the desk, sits, and begins to
shuffle through paperwork.

A NOISE in the corner grabs his attention. He slides to
his feet, opens his top desk drawer, and retrieves the
gun he keeps there. He points it at the corner.

A figure emerges into the dim light of the lamp. It’s
Lilith. She’s wearing an expensive fur coat and holds
two glasses.

LTILITH
Drink?

Jack puts the gun back in the drawer.

JACK
How the hell did you get in here?

LILITH
Maintenance man. I told him I was your
girlfriend from ocut-of-town. We both
thought it would be a nice surprise.

JACK
I'm on my way home, lady. You wanna play
dress-up in my office, go right ahead.

Jack grabs a few sheets of paper and moves to get his
coat. When he turns around, Lilith is blocking the door
to his office; her coat is on the floor, and she’s
wearing black lace stockings and a teddy.

LILITH
You sure?

Her body is perfectly-formed, an hourglass made to be
turned upside down and enjoyed at every angle. Jack,
however, remains surprisingly nonchalant.

JACK
Sorry. I don’t do charity cases.



Lilith inhales sharply, her eyes instantly ablaze with
anger. She bangs the drinks down on the bar, then
bridges the gap between the two of them. She raises her
right hand to strike.

Jack catches her hand in his left. She strikes with the
other, and he catches it with his right hand.

Then she makes another move that Jack doesn’t catch; her
knee glides into the center of his groin. He crumbles.

LILITH
Bastard.

Lilith picks up her coat and reaches for the door. Just
as her fingers brush the knocb, the door bursts inward,
sending her to the floor. She screams.

Clothed in dark jackets and wide-brimmed hats, the DARK
MEN enter the room. Though the lamp is still on, their
features remain clouded in shadows beneath their hats.

Two of the men are packing heat; the one without a gun,
their leader, steps forward. All of them ignore Lilith,
who has backed as far into the corner as possible.

DARK MAN #1
Jack Freeman?

Jack is getting to his feet, slowly.

JACK
Who wants to know?

DARK MAN #1
A friend of ours asked us to drop by.
This your coat?

JACK
Was there a recall notice?

The Dark Man moves to the wall and reaches into the
pocket of Jack’s overcoat. He removes the baggie holding
the remains of Henry’'s penis.



DARK MAN #1
There it is. He’ll be so happy to see it
again.

The Dark Man turns to leave, then whirls around once
more.

DARK MAN #1
Oh, I almost forgot.

He removes a long, curved knife from his pocket.

DARK MAN #1

Henry wanted me to return the favor.

The Dark Man and his associates move towards Jack, who
jerks open his desk drawer and pulls out his gun.

JACK
Fuck vyou.

DARK MAN #1
Not for long.

With his free hand, the Dark Man slaps at the gun; it
slides across the floor. Jack looks down at his hand.

A long slash runs over the palm, as 1f it had been cut.

The other two men drop their guns in their coat pockets
as they scuttle around Jack’s desk and grab his arms.
Their feet make a curious SOUND as they move, a clacking
sound like claws opening and closing.

They turn Jack around and pull him on top of his desk,
sending the small lamp crashing tc the ground. The only
light in the room ncw flashes from a pink, neon sign
outside the mini-blinds.

JACK
Better not stop there, you sonuvabitch.
If I get up off this table, I’11 fuck you
up so bad your mother wouldn’t recognize
you.















